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F ER RECON 


F* HE Great, the Good, the Wiſe, in every Age, 
Hawve made a moral Mirrour of the Stage; 
While, to the Shame and Spite of taſteleſs Fools, 
Terence fil} reigns a Claffic in our Schools : 
But now the DRAMA fears a ſad Decline, 
And peeviſh Hypocrites its Fall combine. 
From Stage to Stage, behold our Author tofs'd, 
And but for you, his Genius cruſbꝰd and loft. 
No Wilks, no Booth! his Labours to requite, 
He here takes ſhelter, ſtudious to delight, 
But ro our FARCE ——=7t has @ double Aim, | I! 
To honour Wedlock, and put Fools to Shame 1 | 
Folly and Prejudice, too near a Kin; 1 
Supply pert Coxcombs with eternal Grin; | 
So infinitely ſtupid is their Mirth, | 1 
They ll ridienls ont. ry Plat: of Birth, | 
Ard cry, An honeſt Vorkſhire- Man! a Wonder 
But let them Shoot their Bolts, let Blockheads blunter. 
The glorious Heroes of the Yorkſhire Line, 
To Times laß Period ſhall in Annals ſhine; 
While fland"ring Slaves, auh would thoſe Honours Blot, 
Shall unregarded lime, and die forgot, | 
Mean and unmanly is ſuch partial Spite, - 
Awerſe to Nature's Laaus, to Reaſon's Light; 
All Fellow-Creatures, ſure, fhould ſocial be, 
Nay, eden to Brutes we owe Humanity. 
Our Author does in Virtues Cauſe engage, 
In hopes to-make her ſhine upon the Stage; | 
A modeft Entertainment we intend, 


Willing to pleaſe, yet fearful to offend ; 
Indulge us therefore, F you can't commend, 


A 2 


Actors Names. 


Art the Tux AT RE in the Hay- Marker, 


*Gaylove, a young Barriſter, in 
Love with Anbolke- -. 7 Mr. Salauay. 


Muciaborm, Uncle and Guar- 
dian to Arbella. 5 Mr. Fones. 


: $apſeull, à Country Squire, 8 Mr. Efe. 


f tended for :4rbella. 
Fango, Servant to Gaylove, an | 
Arch Fellow. 3 "—_ _ * 
Blunder, Servant to Sapſcall, * | 
Clown. Mr. Topping. 
Arbella, Niece to Muckworm, . * Camel. 
in Love with Gay/ove. 


\ Combruſs, her Maid, a pert One. Mrs. Pritchafd. 


* * a 8 — 


At the Tag ATRE in Goodman's-Fields. 


Gaylove, Mr. Kh, 
Muckworm, | Mr. Norris. © 
Sapſcull, Mr. Bards. 
Slango, Mr. Woodward. 
Blunder, Mr 0 Dove. 
Arbella, Miſs Gerrard. 
Combruſh, Mrs. Roberts. 


THE 


: THE 
Honeſt | VoRkSHIRE-MAx. : 


' SCENE, an Apartment in Muckwormi”s Houſe, 
| Arbella, Combruſh: 71 | 
AIR I. By Signior Porpora. 


> O bid him haſte, and ſet me frees | | 
Ra Combruſh ! | 


Arb. No News from Gaylewve yet? 
Comb, Not a Tittle, Ma'am. N 
Arb. It quite diſtracts me. | 

. \Cimb. And every Body elſe, Ma'am ; for when you \ 

are out of Humour, one may as well be oat of the 

World. Well! this Love is a ftrange Thing; when 
once it gets Poſſeſſion of a young Lady's Heart, it turns 
her Head quite topſy-turvy, and makes her out of Hu- 

_ with every — ſure I have Reaſon to 

Arb. Prithee leave your Nonſenſe, and tell me ſome- 

thing of Gay/ove. 3 

- Comb, All I ean tefl you, Ma'am, is, That he is 

Mark ſtaring Mad for Love of you. But this confound- | 
ed Uncle of your—— 5 [] 
As. What of him? 


% 


—— 


Was wn — 


4 3 | Comb. 


— — — — 
=" — — — 


— — 
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Comb. Has juſt receiv'd News of the Arrival of a 
rich Country Squire out of Toriſgire; 3 which Country 
*Squire is cut out for your Huſband. 


Arb. They that cut a Haſband out for me, ſhall.cut 
bim oat of better Stuff, I aſſure you. 


AIR II. In vain, dear CHlae. 


Shall Iſtand flill and tamely ſee, 
Such Smithfield Bargains made of mt? 
IL not my Heart my own? 
ate, T ſcorn their clowniſh "Squire, 
© Nor Lor Due, do 1 defire, 
But him 7. e alone. 


Comb. Well ſaid, Mam, I love a Woman of Spixit. 


AIR III. Hark! away, tis the merry ton'd Hom. 
 I#vVhyfhnduld Women fo much be controuPd? 
Aby Soul Men with our Rights make ſo bald? 
Let the Battle tabixt Sexes "4, try'd, 
e [ball ſoon prove the grunge & ide. 
Then taxd — — oy 
And truft to your Charms, 
Caen aubining, and pining, 
The Men avi ll purſue ; 
But if you grow tame, 
They'll bat make you thur Game, 
And prove perfect Tyrants | 
If once they ſubdue. 


©» 2 
1 . » y FExexat, 
Fi 
4 
- . 
: 


SCENE, a Seer near the Heyfe. 


-Gaylove and Slango. 

Gayl. No Way to get at. her? 
Nang. The Devil a Bit, Sir; old Mice. 3 
a All en: But 1 kzve xworle News-20:68l] 


you; yet. 
Gayl, That's im 


poſſible. 
Slang: Your * is to eee 
and chat 


al. N 1! Yoo ſurprize me; 0 1 1 


* 


nee e &* 


8. 


SA 


The Honeſt VoxRKSHHRRE-M Nl. 
a "Slang. To Squire Sapſcull, a Yorkſvire Gentleman, 
of a very great Eſtate. 
Gayl. Confuſion! Can ſhe be ſo falſe? To Sapſeul!! 
I know him well, of Sapfeull-Hall—— was born with- - 
in a Mile and a half of the place; his Father is the 
greateſt Rogue in the County, the very Man I am now 
Nuing for what my late Brother mortgag'd to him, when 
I was Student at Cambridge. Is he not content to with- 
hold my Right from me, but he muſt ſeek to rob me of 
«the only Happineſs: I deſire in Life? 


AIR IV. The Charms of Flori mel. 


I. 
My Charming Arabell, 


=D To make the mine ſecure, 
What would not I endure ? 
dis paſt the Pow'r of Tongue to tell, 
De Lawe I bear my Arabell. 


II 2 
41. 


No Human Force ſhall quell, 
Fallon formy Dear, | 
Can Love be too fincere ? . 
Fd ſooner take of Life farewr, | 
Than of my drareſt Arabell. 


Is there no way to ꝓrevent this Match? You were 

xt, | not us'd to be thus barren of Invention. 
Slang. Nor am I now, Sir; your humble Servant | 
chas invented already, ——and ſuch a Scheme 2 
_ ©» Gayl. How! which Way, dear Slango? 
| 
| 


Sang. Why thus, I muſt perſonate Arbella; 
ut | ;{with. this ſweet. Face) and you her Uncle, under which 
dll J - Diſguiſes we may intercept the Country Squire, and 


get his Credentials; equipt withhich I leave yau 
| to gueſs the reſt. : — | 
et. Gayl. Happy Invention! Succeſs attend it. F 


Sang. I can't ſay Auen; though I'd do any Thang 
Irn ſerve yoga. Do au know the Reſult, Sir? no | 


. 


— 


SET —ů ——— — — 
* * 


% 


s She Hhneft VonksnIAE-Ma x. 
than the Forfeiture of your dear Liberty. 
forgot the Song of the Dag and the Bone ? 


Tune, I ben the bright God of Day. > 
l K. 2 11 
Whoeer to a Wife 8 

I link*d, for his Life, 
I placꝰd in moſt auretebed Condition: 
75 plagu'd with her Tricks, 
Like a Bliſter ſbe flick, * 
And Death is his only Phyſician, 
And Death is his only Phyſician, 
| II. 
To trifle and toy, 
May give a Man Toy, 

When ſummon'd by: Lowe, or by Beauty; 
But, where is the Bliſi in . 
Our Conjugul Kiſſing, 

When Paſſion is prompted by Duty, 

N ben Paſſion is prompted by Duty. 

„ „ 4 
The Cur wwho poſſeſs a 
Of Mutton the. beſt, 

A Bone he could leave at his Pleaſure : 

But if to his Tail | 
Tis ty'd without Fail 

He's harrafi'd and plagu d beyond Mia ure, 

He's harrafs'd and plagu'd beyond Meaſure. 


* *Gay!, I am now of a. contrary Opinion: Vice looks 
Jo hateful, and Virtue ſo amiable in my Eye, eſpeci- 
ally as tis the ready Road to true Happineſs, I am re- 
Jolv'd to purſue its Paths. A regular Life, and a good 
Wife for me. | . 


1 


* 


Have ,yop 


n r 1 


„ 


N. B. The above Song is taken from Mr, Wor/- 
Hale s Cure for a Stold, inſerted here by his Permiſſion, 
and very proper to be ſung in this Place, by Slango, far 
the future. oe 8 | 


AIR 


*, 


London is; ye mun ne er ſee End on't, for ſure; 


buſſes, and hear Fardinello, that ſings Sofa better nor 


"The Honeſt VoxksHIRE-Ma xn. 9 
AIR V. Anſwer to the above Song. 
To the ſame Tune. : 
| 3 | 
That Man who for Life, g 
I bleſt in a Nie, — 
L ſure in a happy Condition ; 
Go Things how they will, - 
She fticks by him ftill, 
8he's Comforter, Friend, and Phyſician; 
She's &C., | * 


Pray' where is the Foy, 
ToTrifle and Joy, 
Tit dread ſome Diſaſter from Beauty ? 
But feweet is the Bliſs, 
- Of a Conjugal Kiſt, 
here Love ming les Pleaſure with Daty, 
'-Where &C. * 


Oe extravegant-Whore, 
Shall coft a Man more, 
Than tawenty good Nies who are ſaving z 
For Wives they will ſpure, 
That their Children may ſhare, 
But Whores. are eternally craving. 1 E 
| But, &c. | \{Exeunt. 
| SCENE. another Street. 
Sapſcull and Blunder, faring about. 
apſ. Wuns-lent ! what a mortal big Place this ſame 


Houſen upon Houſen, Folk upon-Folk——one woul 


admire where they did grow all of em. 


Bluxd. Ay, Maſter, and this is nought to what you'll 
ſee an by; and ye go to Tower ye mun ſee great huge- 
ous Ships as tall as Houſen : Then ye mun go to Play- 
houſen, and there be no leſs nor ſix of em, a hopeful 
Company, o' my Conſcie ice! There you'll ſee your 
comical Tragedies, and your Uproars,. and Roaratori- 


O 


- 


— 


— ——_—— 


—_ * 92 — 
8 - _ * — — 
Fe VETS 5 —— ——— ——— 2 — — % \ 


<0 That nothing drink but Claret Wine, 


4 And theres your Beaux, with poeuder'd Cloaths, 


10 The Honeß Yorxsnuret- Man. 


our Miniſter Choir-Men : And more nor that, ye mun 


ya“ your Choice of the prattieſt Laſſes, ye ©er ſet E'en 
on. 


Sapſ. By th'Meſs, and 1'll be ſome body among em 


— ſo I will but how mun we find out this ſame 
Sir Penurious Mulckworm ? © 


Blund. Ye mun look to Letter for that. 
Sap/. Letter ſays, G-r-0-z Groz-ve-n-e-r- near 
Grozveneer Square; but how mun ye knew where this 
ſame Grozveneer Square is? 
Blund. Why ye mun aſk Oſtler for that, he'll ſet you 
Tight for ſure: For your London Oftlers are wiſer by 
Half than our Country Juſtaſſes. 


Sap/. Ay, Blunder, ev'rything's fne in London. 


AIR VI. Londen is a ſine Town. 


J. 

O London 1 @ dainty Place, 

«« A great and gallant City, 
* For all the Streets are pad dauitb Gola, 

& And all the Folks _ Witty, 

I, Th 

« Andthert's your Lords and Ladies fine, - 

4 That vide n Coach and Six, 


% nd tatk of Politichs. 
III. 


« Bedaub'd from Head to Chin; 
*© Their Pocket- Holes adarn'd with Gold, 
4. But not one Souſe wr 
I 
% And there's the Engliſh Actor goes 
1 With many a hungry Belly, 
i While heaps of Gold are fore 4, God wot, 
On Signior Farrinelli. * 
% And there's your Dames, of dainty F rames, 
& With Skins as tuhite as Milk, 
& Dreft ev'ry Day, in Garments gay, 


« Of 


un 


„ Of Satin, and of Silk. : 
V 


Nx. 
& And if your mind be foinclin'd, 
To hape them in your: Arms, * 
« Pull out & handſom - Purſe of Gold, 
Hey can't reſiſt its Charms. 


| To thec Gaylove as Muckworm. 
Gay. Welcome to Londan, dear Squire Sap/cul/. T 
aope your good Father's well, and all at Sapſculi- Hall. 
Sagy.. Did ye e' er hear the like, Blunder? This old 
entleman knows me as well as I know myſelf. 

5 5 [To Blunder afide. 
Blund. Ay, Mater, your Londoncers knows every 
hing. | ORs 
” ,M I had Letters of your coming, and was reſolv'd 


o meet you, 


hs, © 


« O/ 


"i Pray, Sir, who may you be, an I may be ſo 
old ? | 
Gayl. My Name, Sir, is Muckworm.. 
Sap/. What Sir, Penurious Muctauorm? 
Gayl. So they call me. 
Sap/. Sir, if your Name be Sir Praurious Muckworm, 
ny Name is Samuel Sapſcull, Jun. Eſq; Son of Sir Sa- 
nuel Sapfeull of Sapſcull-Hall 1th' Eaſt Riding o. 
orkſhire. | | 

Gay}, Sir, I am no Stranger to your Family and Merit; 
or which Reaſon I ſent for you to Town, to marry my 
iece with 6000/, Fortune, and a pretty Girl in the 
Bargain. - 
Blund, Look ye there, Maſter ! [ 4/ide to Sapſcull. 
Sapf. Hold yaur Peace, you Blockhead. : 

| | [ Aide to Blunder. 
Gayl, But how may I be ſure that you are the very 


| Pquire Sap/cu/ I ſent for? Have you no Letters, no 


redentials ? 

Sap/. Open the Portmantell, Blunder Yes, Sir, 

ha'brought all my Tackle with me. Here, Sir, is a 

etter from Father : [Gives a Letter. And 

re, Sir, are Deeds and Writings, to ſhew,what you 
| Len 


ra The Honeſt VoxksHIXE-MAN- 
mun ha'to truſt to: And here, Sir, is Marriage -Settle- 
ment, ſign'd by Father, in fit Caſe young Gentlewoman 
And I likes one another. 5 
Gayl. Sir, fhe can't chuſe but admire ſo charming a 
Perſon. There is but one Obſtacle that I'know of. 
Sap/. What may that be, an I may be ſo bold? 
Gayl. Your Habit, Sir, your Habit. 
„Saß. Why, Sir, *twas counted wondrous fine in our 
Country laſt Parlementeering Time. | 
Gayl. Q, Sir, but *tis- old faſhion'd now, and my 
Niece loves every. Thing to the tip-top of the Mode. 
But if you'll go along with me, I'll equip you in an In- 
- ſtant. | | 
| AIR VII.. Set by the Author, 


8 ed | 
Come hither, my Country Squire, 
Tale friendly Inſtructions by me; 
The Lords ſhall admire, . 
Thy T afte in Attire, 
The Ladies ſhall languiſb for. thee. 
CHORUS. 
Such Flanting,, 
Gallanting, 
And Jaunting, — 
Such Frolicking thou ſhalt ſee, 
Thou ne'er like a Clown, 
Shalt quit London's ſweet Town, 
To live in thine own Country. 
3 II. 
A Skimming Diſb Hat provide, 
With lit*le more Brim than Lace 
Nine Haits on a Side, 
To a Pig's Tail ty'd, 
Vill ſet off thy jolly broad Face. 
Such Flanting, Tc: 
HT. 
Co get thee a Footman's Frock, 
A Cudget quite up to thy Noſe, 
| Then Frixx like a Shock, 


e. 


an 
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And plaſter thy Block, | | 
And buckle thy Shoes at thy Toes. - 
Such F lanting, Tc. | 


IV. 
1 3 of Ladies fair, 


To pleaſue thee ſpall tribe, 
In a Chaiſe and Pair, 
They Hall take the Air, 

And thou in the Box halt drive, 
Such Flanting, 5 2. 


Convert thy Acres to . 
And jaw thy Timber-Trees down, 
V ho'd keep ſuch Trajh, 
And not cut a Flajb, 
Or :njoy the Delights of the Town. 2 
Such Fla: ing, Oc. (Eæeunt, 


5 EN E, an Apartment. 
Arbella and Combruſh. 
AIR VIII. Set by the Author. 


J. 
Arb. In ron mention Pleaſure 
To one confined like me, 
45 what is Wealth or 7 reaſure, 
Compar'd to Liberty ? 


. 
l bon 7 hom 1 langniſþ, 
Aud r. 2 the game for me, 
Rel iewe a V. 'rgin's Anguiſh, 
* | 2 7 by jon free. 


Loben Muckworm. 
Muck. Come, ther a good Girl, don't be in the 
Pouts, now. 


Corb. I think it's encugh to put any young Lady in 
the Pouts, to deny her i. Man ſhe likes, and force 
her to marry a great Loobil y Yorifore IT ike, In ſhort, | 

B 


Su, 


—— — — .. 
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F Sir, my Miſtreis dont like him, and won't have him 
| Nay, I don't like him, and tell you flat and plain ſhe 
ſhan't have him. 
Muck, Shan't have him, Mrs. Snap-dragon ! 
Comb, No, ſhan't have him, Sir—if I were ſhe; I'd 
ſee who ſhould force me to marry againſt my Will. 
Muck, Was ever ſuch an impudent Huſly ; but I'll 
ſend you packing. + Get out of my Houſe, you ſaucy 
Baggage. | . 8e 
Arb. Sir, tho* you have the Care of my Eſtate, you 
have no Command over my Servants: I am your Ward, I co 
not your Slave ; if you uſe me thus, you'll conſtrain 
me to chuſe another Guardian. | „ 
ö | Muck, ¶Aſide.] A Gipſey! who taught her this Cun-¶ be 
. ning? I muſt haſten this Match, or loſe 1000/. by the 
. 5 Bargain. [To Arb.] What a Buſtle is here with a peeviſhy 
1 Tove ſick Girl? Pray, Child, have you learnt Cupia s 
5 Catechiſm ? Do you know what Love is? 
Arb. Yes, Sir. 


AIR IX. ſet by the Author. Iv 


& 


x wu , - 
— — — — 


N Lowe's à gentle generous Paſſion, | toc 
1 | Souree of all ſublime Delight, p 

if Hhen with mutual Inclination, | 

Wit - Tabo fond Hearts in one unite. * 
| To fond. &c. 


| II, | If, 

What are Titles, Pomp or Riches, | | As 
If compar'd with true Content? | 

That falſe Joy which now bewitches, - V 


When obtain'd we may repent, 
When obtain'd, &C. 


| © ES As 
Lanwwleſs Paſſion brings Vexation, | 
But a chaſte and conſt ant Lowe, 
Ls the glorious Emulation, 
Of the Llij jul State above. 


Of the, &e. 


Enter a Servant © 7 4 


Ser. 


Toe Honefi VoRKSHURE-MAN. 13 
Ser. Sir, one Squire Sapſcull oat of York/>ir e, deſires 
to ſpeak with you. ; 

Muck, I'm glad he's come——defire him to walk in 
[Servant goes out, and returns with Gaylove, dreſs'd in 
'Sapſcull's Cloarhs, 

Gay. Sir, an your Name be Sir P enurious Muckwormn. 
Muck. Sir, I have no other,; may I crave yours? 
Gayl. Samuel Sapſcull Jan. Eſq ; at your Lordſhip's 
Service. : , 
Muck. A very mannerly, towardly Youth, and a 
comely one, I aſſure you. [To Arbella. 
Gayl. Pray, Sir, an I may be ſo bold, which of theſe 
_ pretty Laſſes is your Niece, and my Wife, that mun 
e. 
Arb. What a brute is this? Before I'd have ſuch a 
Wretch for a Huſband, I'd die ten thouſand Deaths. 
Muck, Which do you like beſt, Sir? 
Gayl. Marry, and I were to chuſe, I'd tak'em both. 
Muck. Very courtly, indeed, I ſee the. *Squire's a 
'Wag. 
Cob. Both! I'll aſſure you, Sauce · box; the work is 
too good for you. 
AIR X. Gilly-Flow'r, gentle Roſemary. 
I 


Why how new, Sir Clown, dſt ſet up for a Wit? 
Gilly-Flow'r, gentle Roſemary : 
I here you ſhould wed, you're as certainly bit, 

As the Dew it flies over the Mulberry Tree, 

| . 

Iſuch a fine Lady to Wife you ſhould take, 
Gilly-Flow'r, gentle Roſemary : 

Your Heart, Head, and Horns, ſhall as certainly abe, 
As the Dew it flies over the Mulberry Tree. 


Muck. Inſufferable Aſſurance! affront a Gentleman in 
y Houſe! Never mind her, Sir; ſhe's none of my 
Niece, only a pert Slut of a Chambermaid. 

Gayl. A Chamber-Jade! Lord, Lord, how brave 
you keep your Maidens here in London! Wauns-lent, 
ſhe's as fine as our Lady Mayoreſs, | 

4 s Muck, 


— 


16 The Honeſt VoxRkSsHIRE-MaA N. 
| Muck. Ay, her Miſtreſs ſpoils her; but follow me, 


Sir, and Pl warrant you we'll manage her, and her 
Miſtreſs too. 


AIR. XI. Set by the Author, 


. 
Gayl, T am in Truth, 
A Country Youth, 

Unus*d 1% London Faſhions ; 
Yet Virtue guides, 

And ſtill preſide, 

O'er all my Steps and Paſſions : 
No courtly Leer, 

But all fincere, 

No Bribe ſhall ever blind me; 
1f you can like, 8 
ALorkſhire Tie, 

An honeft Lad you'll Aud nie. 
II. 


Tho" Euch Tongue, 
With Slander burg, 
Does oft bel our County ; 
No Men on Earth, 
Boaſt greater Worth, 
Or more extend their Bounty : 
Our North: Breeze, 
With us agrees, 
Aud does for Buſineſs fic us ; 
In Publick Cares, 
In Love's Affairs, 
With Honour we acquit us, 
III. 
A uoble Mind, 
Is ner confin'd 
To any Shire, or Nation; 
ö He gains moſt Praiſc, 
Wo, | Who beſt diſplays, 
# - A'gerrous Education, 
While Rarcour rouls, 
In narrow Souls, 


Hi 


yy 1.TY 


Wor” ee. 
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me, By narroau Views diſcerning, 
her The truly Wiſe, © 
Will only prize 


Good Manners, Senſe, and Learning. 
[All this Time Gay/owe does his utmoſt to diſcover 
himſelf to Arbella, but ſhe turns from him, and won't 
. . underſtand him.] | | 

Gayl. Well, an ye wunna Tee, I cannot help it, 
Good-by-t'-ye, forſooth ; in the mean time, here's a 
Paper with — in it that will clear your Lady - 
ſhip's Eye-ſight. {Throws down a Letter, and Exit, 

Smiling] "ITY 

Arb. What can the Fool mean? 

' Comb. [Taking up the Lettter.] Madam, as I live, 
Here's a Letter from Mr. Gaylove. 

Arb. This is ſurpriſiing | 

|  [Snatches the Letter and reads, 
F KO" this Diſguiſe is put on to blind old Muckworm, 
I hope it will not conceal from my dear Arbella, the 
Perſon of her ever conſtant | 
GAYLOVE, 

[Blind Fool that I was! I could tear my Eyesout. 

Comb. Lord, Ma'am, whe che Duce could have 
thought it had been Mr. Gay/ove. Well, our Maiden- 
heads certainly ſtood in our Lights this Bout. 

Arb. Hold your Prattle ; I have great hopes of this 
Enterprize, however, it carries a good Face with it; 
put whether it ſucceeds or no, I muſt love the dear 
Man that ventures ſo hard for my Sake, 


AIR XII. Set by the Author. 
J. 
That Man who beſt can Danger dare 
Is moſt deſerving of the Fair; 
The Bold and Brave we Women prize 
The whining Slave we all deſpiſe, 
The whining, &c. 
I 


Let Coxcombs fatter, cringe and lie, 
. Pretend to languiſh, gin, and dit ; 
3 


By 


Su 
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Such Menof Words my ſcorn ſhall be, 22 
The Man of Deeds is the Man for me. 
The Man, &c. [ Exit, 
Comb: My Miſtreſs i is ndvely i in the right on't. 


AIR XIII. I had a pretty Lafs, a Tenant of my own, 
The Man that ventures faireſt, 
And furtheſt for my Sake, 

- With a Fal, lal, la, &c. 
The fone of my Purſe, . 
And my Perſon ſhall pertake, = 
With a Fal, lal, la, &c. 
No drowſy Drone Hall ever 
A Conqueſt make of me, 
But to a Lad that's clever, 
_ How civil could I be? 
With a Fal, lal, la, &c. 


| 125 Sapſcull dre/? a- Ja-mode de Petit Maitre, Blun- 


der in a rich Livery, with his _ tuck'd up, and 
powder” d behind. | 
Blund. Meſs, Maſter, how fne ye . marry, be⸗ 
lieve me, an ye were at Sapſcull- Hall, I dare ſay, Sir 


| Samuel himſelf would hardly know ye. 


Sap/. Know me, marry, I don't know myſelf. 
3 himlelf.]—I'm fo ſine: And thou art quite 
another ſort of a Creature too. 2 . urns Blunder abu. 
— Well, talk what ye liſt o' Yorkhire, I fay there's 
nought like London; for my Part, J don't care an 1 
ne'er ſee the Face of Sagſcull- Hall agen. 

Blund. What need ye, an ye getten 6coo!/. with 
young Gentlewoman ; beſides, Vather has ty'd Eſtate 
fait enough to ve; An I were as ye, I'd e'en bide 
here, and live as lofty as the beſt o' em. 

« Sah. Ay, Blunder, ſo I will, and ſee Bariledom 


„„ Fair too. 


&© Blund, That you mun nat; for 1 did bear em talk, 
c at the Green Man at Bernt, as how the May'r had 
& cry'd it down. 

« Sap. How! cry'd down Bartledom Fair! What 
« murrain is London good * then? I wou'dn't bide 


here 


* 


it, 


vn. 
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« here and they'd gi't me—T thought to have had ſuch » 
Fun fiow | 


AIR XIV.  Bartholemew-Fair, 
£ | 
© O0 W Petr, 
« Since thy Lord Mayor, 
* Has cry'd thee doaun; 
«© There's nought worth Aen. 
« Pd not gte a Farding, 
* For London Teaun. 
% Such Pork, ſuch Pig, . 
. Such Gan ſuch Rig, 
* Such Rattling there; 
Hut all's done, 
& There's no Fun 
«« 4t Bartledom _ 
| 1 
„ Farewel all Joys, 
«© Of Prentice Boys, 8 
And pretty Maids 3. 1 = reel 
* The Country and Court, | . 
&© Hawe loſt all their Sport, 
» And Sheaww- Folks thrir Trades; 
% Nay, even the Cit, 
„In apenerous Fit, 
© Would take Spouſy there; 
% But alls done, © 
% There's no Fun, 


«© At Bartledom Fair. 


* 
* 


* 


To them, a Servant, well dreſt-d. 

Ser. Gentlemen, I come from Sir Penurious Muck- 
crm, I am his Servant, and wait on purpoſe to con- 
duct you to Mrs; Arbella's Apartment. 

Sap. Servant! Waunds, why you're finer nor your 
Maſter, | 

Sexy. O, Sir that's nothing in London. 

SCENE, an Apartment, 


ang repr Jenting Arbella, Servant introducing Sap⸗ 


{cull ah —— 


——— — — 


—— — 


pr 
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Sap. Well, Forſooth, you know my Buſineſs ; few 
Words are beſt among Friends Is it a Match, or 
no? Say Ay, and I'll ſecond you. | 9 
| Slang. A very compendious way of wooing, truly. 
_ "[A4/ae.] I hope you'll ſpare a Maiden's Bluſhes, Sir; 
but Lard Gad you are too quick upon me. 
Sap. I means to be quicker yet, ay marry, and maka 
thee quick too, aſore I ha'done with thee. — 
Slang. | proteſt, Sir, you put me to ſuch a Nonplus, 
don't know what to ſay. | 
Sap}. Ne'er heed ; Parſon ſhall teach thee what to ſay, 
For my Part, I ha' con'd. my Leſſon afore-hand. 
Slang. But will you love me? | 
Sap. Love thee? Lord, Lord, I loves thee better 
-than I does my Bay-Filley ; did you ne'er ſee her, For- 
Footh ? Od, ſhe's a dainty Tit, and ſure I am, I 
loves her better nor I do non Father.— Blunder, run 
and fet a Parſon. | | 
Slang. Mr. Blunder may ſave himſelf that Trouble, 
Sir, I have provided one already. | | 
Sap. Why then let's make haſte, dear ſweet Honey, for 
1 long till its over. y | [Exeunt. 
; Enter Gaylove and Arbella. | 
AIR XV. Set by the Author. 
* 
*Gayl. Thou only Darling 1 aumire, 
My Hearts Delight, my SouPs Defire 
Poſſefjing thee Pre greater Store, 
Than King to be of India's Shore. 
II. 


* 


For every Woman avere there Tbrec, 
And in the World, no Man but me; 
I'd ſingle you from all the rſt 

Ta faveeten Life, - and, wake me ble. 


Arb. Well, I never was ſo deceiv'd in my Life! 
How could you clown it ſo naturally? 
Gayl.What is it I would not do, for your dear Sake? 
Due, I intreat you, let's lay hold of this Opportunity, 
and put it out of Fortune's Power ever to di- 


vide us. Arb. 


| 
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Arb. What would you have me do? 

Gayl. Leave all to me. I haae left Contra to a- 
muſe your Uncle, while a Fellow- Collegiate of mine, 
who 1s in Orders, waits in the next Room to- finiſh the 
| | 
Arb. Do what you wil! with me : For in ſhort, 1 


don't know what to do with myſelf. 


AIRXVI. The Nymph that undoes me. 
I. 


Arb. Let Prudes and Coguets their 1 conceal ; 
With Pride, and with P leaſure, the Truth J re- 
deal; 
You re all I can REY and all I defire ; 
So fix'd is my Flame it ned er can expire, 
So fix'dis my Flame, ge. 
II. 
Jay. Let Rakes, and Libertines, revel and range; 
F eli d of ſuch Treaſure, what Mortal would 


cnange 3 3 


You're the Source of my Hopes, The Spring of my 


Joy, 
4 F. — of Bliſs that newer can cloy. 
A Fountain of Bliſs, &. 


AIR XVII. By Mr, Handel. 


[Gaylove and Arbella together, 


How tranſporting is the Pleaſure, 
When &wo Hearts like ours unite ? 
When cur Fonaneſs kniws no Meaſure, 
And no Bound our dear Delights 
LExeunt. 


Enter Muck worm and Combruſh, 


Mac. Well! I forgive you: This laſt Action has 
made amends fer ail! —%find a Chamber-maid is Prime 
Minifter in Matrimonia airs And you ſay, they 
are quite loving, Y 


Comb. Fond, fond, Sirg as two Tortles But I beg 
you wou'd not diſturb dem. 
4 8 - Muck, 
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Sapſ. Well, Forſooth, you know my Buſineſs; few 
Words are beſt among Friends Is it a Match, or 
- .no? Say Ay, and ]'ll ſecond you. 7M 
Slang. A very compendious way of wooing, truly. 
__ FR! hope you'll ſpare a Maiden's Bluſhes, Sir; 
but Lard Gad you are too quick upon me. 
v1 - Sopf. I means to be quicker yet, ay marry, and make 
1 thee quick too, aſore I ha' done with thee. 


Slang. proteſt, Sir, you put me to ſuch a Nonplus, 
don't know what to ſay. | 


Sapſ. Ne er heed ; Parſon ſhall teach thee what to ſay, 
For my Part, I ha' con'd. my Leſſon afore-hand. 

Slang. But will you love me? i 

Sap. Love thee? Lord, Lord, I loves thee better 


ſooth? Od, ſhe's a dainty Tit, and ſure I am, I 
loves her better nor I do non Father. — Blunder, run 
and fet a Parſon. | 
| Slang. Mr. Blunder may ſave himſelf that Trouble, 
Sir, I have provided one already. 
Sap. Why then let's make haſte, dear ſweet Honey, for 
long till its over. | [ Excunt, 
Enter Gaylove and Arbella. 
AIR XV. Set by the Author. 
1 
Gayl. Thou only Darling 1 aumire, | 
My Hearts Delight, my SouPs Defires 
Poſſefjing thee Tce greater Store, 
Than King to be of India's Shore. 
II. 


For every Woman avere there Three, 
And in the World, no Man hut me; 
I'd ſingle you from all the reſt 
To faveetenbife, . and. male me blogt. 


Arb. Well, I never was ſo deceiv'd in my Life! 
How could you clown it ſo naturally? 
Gayl.What is it | would not do, for your dear Sake? 
Bu:, I intreat you, let's lay hold of this Opportunity, 
| and put it out of Fortune's Power ever to di- 
| vide us. + 


- 


than I does my Bay-Filley; did you ne'er ſee her, For- 
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Arb. What would you have me do? 

Gayl. Leave all to me. I haae left Combruſb to a- 
muſe your Uncle, while a Fellow-Collegiate of mine, 
_ is in Orders, waits in the next Room to finiſh the 
A 

Arb. Do what you wil! with me : For in ſhort, I 
don't know what to do with myſelf. - 
AIRXVI. The Nymph that undoes me. 


Arb. Let Prudes and C oquets their Intentions conceal ; 
With Pride, and with Pleaſure, the Truth J re- 
deal; a ; 
You're all I can wiſh, and all I defire ; 
So fix'd is my Flame it neb er can expire, | 
So fix'dis my Flame, &c, 
II. 
Jay. Let Rakes, and Libertines, revel and range; 
Poſſoſs'd of ſuch Treaſure, what Mortal would 
change; 


You're the Source of my Hopes, The Spring of my 


T, 
A Fountain of Bliſs that newer can cloy. © 
A Fountain of Bliſs, &e. 


AIR XVIL. By Mr, Handel. 


[Gaylove and Arbella together, 


How tranſporting is the Pleaſure, 
When *wo Hearts like ours unite ? 
When cur Fondneſi knows no Meaſure, 
And no Bounds our dear Delights | 
| # [Exeunt» 


\ Enter Muckworm and Combruſh. 


Mac. Well! I forgive you: This laſt Action has 
made amends fo» ai nd a Chamber-maid is Prime 
Minifter in Matrimonias” airs And you ſay, they 
are quite loving, Y | 5 

Comb. Fond, fond, Sirg as two Turtles! But I beg 
you wou'd not diſturb *er,s _ | 
5% | Muck. 


* / 
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Muck. By no Means; let em have their Love out, 
pretty Fools! I ſhall be glad, however, to ſee ſome of 
their little Fondneſſes: But tell me ſeriouſly, how do 
you like the Squire? 


. Comb. Oh! of all Things, Sir; and ſo does my 
Miſtreſs, I aſſure you. | 


Muck. How that Scoundrel, Gaylove, will. be diſap- 


intel! 8 

Comb. He'll be ready to hang himſelf, (about her 
Neck) | [Ads 

Muck. They'll make Ballads upon him. x 

Comb. J have made one already, and will ſing it if 
you pleaſe. | Tv 


Muck. With all my Heart. 


AIR XVIII. A Beggar got a Beadle, 
| I 


There was a certain Uſurer, 
He had a pretty Niece ; 
Mast courted by a Barriſter, 
N ho was her deating Piece. 
Her Uncle to prevent the ſame, 
Did all that in him lay, 
For which he's very much to Blame, 


As all good People ſay. 
5 II. 


A Country Squire was to aved, 
This fair and dainty Dame.; 
But ſuch Contraties-in a. Bed, 
Mod be a monſt'rous Shame : 
To ſee a Lady bright and gay, 
Of Fortune, and of Charms, 
So ſhamefully be thrown away, 
Into a Looby's Arms. 
III. 
de Lowers, thus di rai gh © - 
I ſet em on a ** 30 35 
W hich lately has been a 
A. Ba I tell yey what, 


The Gentleman diſguis'd . unſegf 


*% 
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Like to the Country Squire. 

Deceiw'd the old miſchievous Elf, 
Ant got his Heart's Deſire. 

Muck; I dont like this Song. 

Comb. Then you don't like Truth, Sir. 

Muck, What! d'ye mean to affront me? 

Comb. Wowd you have me tell a Lye, Sir? 

Auck, Get out of my Houſe, you Baggage. 

Comb, 1 only ſtay to take my Miſtreſs with me; 
and ſee, here ſhe comes. : | 

To them Gaylove and Arbella. 

Muck. So, Sir; you have deceiv'd me: but I'll pro- 
vide you a Wedding-Suit; a fine long Chancery Suit, 
before ever you touch a Penny of her Fortune. 

Gayl. Sir, if you dare embezzle a Farthing, I'll 
provide you with a more laſting. Garment ;- a curious 
Stone Doublet : You have met with your Match, Sir; 
I have ſtudied the Law, ay, and practis'd it too. 

Ack, The Devil take you, and the Law together 


To them Sapſcull and Slango. 


Hey Day! Who in the Name of Wonder 
have we got here? | 
Gayl. Only Squire Sapſcull, his Bride, and boobily 


Man. 


Slang. Come, my Dear! hold up your Head like a 
Man, and let him ſee what an elegant Huſband I have 


t. | 
Blund. Ay; and let em ſee what a dainty Wife my _ 
Maſter has gotten. | 4 

| Sap/. Here's a pow'r of fine Folk, ſweet honey 
Wife ! pray, who may they be ? þ | 

Slang. This, Sir, is Sir Penurious Muckworm--———» 

Sap/. No Honey! I tear you are miſtaken. Sir He- 
nurious is another guiſe fort of a Man; an I miſtake 
not, he's more hker yon ſame Gentleman. 

Blund. Ay, ſo he is, Maſter. 

Slang. That ſame Gentleman was Sir Penurious 
Muckworm, ſome time ago, but now he's chang'd to 
George Gaylove, Eſq. 

: | Cyl. 


| 

| 
mY 
| 
** 
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Cay, At your Service, Sir. | 

Sap. And who's yon fine Lady? 

Gayl!. My Wife, Sir, and that worthy Knight's 
Nicce. 

Sapſ. Your Wife! and that Knight s Niece ? why 


whoa murrain have ] gotten then ? 


Gavl. My Man, S/argo; and I wiſh you much Joy. 

Sap/. Your Man, Slango! what have I married a 
Man, then ? 

Slaxg. If you don't like me, my Dear, we'll be di- 
vorc'd this Minute. 

Sap/. My Dear, a Murrain take ſuch Dears ! 
Where's my Writings? Ill ha' you all hang'd for 
Cheats. 

Gayl. You had better hang yourſelf for a Fool. 
Go Home, Child, go Home, and learn more, Wit. 
There's your Deed of Settlement ; ; but as for the Wri- 
tings, they happen to be mine, and kept fraudulently 
from me by your Father, to whom they were mort- 
gag'd by my late Brother. The Eſtate has been clear 
theſe three Years. Send your Father to me and I'II 
talk to him. This is but Tit for Tat, young Gentle- 


man. Lour Father wanted to get my Eſtate from me, 


and J have got the Wife he intended for you. All's 
fair, Sir. 

Muck. I fay a!l's foul, and a damn'd Cheat; and ſo 
I'll make it appear. [Exit ix a Rage. 
Cayl. Do your worſt, Sir, you can't unmarry us. 

AIR XIX. Set by the Author. 


Arb uw Fortune is paſt itꝰs ſevere, 
My P. Lion, of Mortal's . ncert ſt, 
Kind Heaven has repaid in ny Deareſt ; 
Wh: ' Gifts can it greater biftow ? 
Gay]. Tru. ove ſhall thre? Deſtiæy gaide us, 
Still ant whatever betide us, 
There: thing but Death ſhall Grade us, 
So fuuithful a Forineſs we'd ſhow, 
f 0 35 
By Cupid aud Hy men wnited, 
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By Danger no longer affrighted, 
We'll live in each other delighted, 
The greateſt of Bleſſings | 75 | 
Sapſ. What mun I do? I mun ne*er ſee Father's 
Face again. | 
Gayl. Never fear, Squire, I'Il ſet all to rights; tho 
your Father's my Enemy, I'm not yours: My Houſe 
ſhall be your Home, till I have reconcil'd you to your 
Father; and for the Honour of York/hire, I'll ſee you 
ſhan't be abus'd here. 
Sapſ. Say ye ſo, Sir? Then I do wiſh you much Joy 
with all my Heart. 

Blund. Ay, and ſo does Blunder too. | 
Sap/. Well, fin I ſee you be ſo happy in a Wife, 
I'll not be long without one I aflure you. f 

Gayl. You can't be happier than I wiſh you. 


AIR XX. Set by the Author. 
CHORUS. 


T. 
Gayl. Come learn by this ye Batchelers, 
Come learn by this ye Batchelors, 
Who lead unſettled Lives, 
When once ye come to ſerious Thought, 
When once ye come to ſerious Thought, 
There's nothing = good Wives. 


Arb. Come learn by this ye Maidens fair, 
Come learn, &c. | 
Say I adviſe you well, _ } 
Youre better in a Huſband's Arms, 
You're better, &C. , 
Than leading Apes in Hell, 
Than leading, &c. 
III. 
Sapſ. A Batchelor's a Cormorant, 
A Batchelor's, &c. 
A Batcehelor's a Drone, 
He cats and drinks > all Mens Coft, 


—— 2 — — 1 > 


77 


- 


26 The Honeſt VoRRSHIRER-Max. 
He eats, Ke. 
But ſeldom at bis own, 

_ But ſeldom, &c. F 


Comb. Old Maids and fuſty Batchelar's, 


Old Maids, &c. 

At Marriage rail and low'r, 

So auben the Fox cou'dn't reach the Grafts, 

So auben, &c. 

He cry d they all were ſow'r, 

He cry'd, &c. 

O MN ES. 

Old Maids, &c. 
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EPI- 


PI- 


E P ILO GU E. 
Spoken by Mrs. CAN TRE LI the Three 
Firſt Nights. 


N Arriage of humane ſocial States the beſt, 

Has been too long the Coxcomb's common Feſt, 
While woryn-out Reprobates, and filly Boys, 
Unwoerthy as unknowing of its Joys, 

Loudly exclaim againſt the Nuptial Life, 

Extol the Harlot, but cry down the Wife. 

To ſuch Extreams their ſaucy Sneers are carry a, 
One wou'd conclude their Mothers ay d unmarry d. 


To Virtues Glory ſee the Good and Great, 
Set bright Examples of the Marriage State. 
Behold our Sovereign Lord compleatly bI:ft, 
And in his Queen, of all that's good poſſeſt : 

In his Illuſtrious Conſort CAROLINE, 
All Virtues, all Perfe&ions, ſplendid ſhine. 
Tho' plac'd in the Sublimity of Life, 

Still a fond Mother, flill a tender Wife, 
Pattern of Virtue, and connubial Lowe, 


A finiſh*d Copy of the ble Above. 


Ladies, Inow muſt plead the Poet's Cauſe, 
He's your old Champion———=ſhall he hade Applauſe ? 


If V alue for our Sex can recommend, 
He's known by all to be @ Woman's Fritud. 


EPI- 


Spoken after the Third Night, in the 
Summer-Seaſon, at the Haymarket. 


I E ſee with Pleaſure the indulgent Town, 

Won't let their veteran Bard be quite caſt down % 
Spigbt / Stage-Tyrants, and their partial Scef, 
He ftcod his Tryal, and came nobly off. 


T told him, if the Ladies did befriend him, 


He'd gain his Point, Succeſs would fure attend him, 
This Liitle Houſe, this Seaſon of the Year, 

The Town ſo thin, might give the Man ſome Fear: 
But full of Hopes, he follow'd Fortunes Call, 
Better to Ad it here, than not at all. 


Tis a new Practice, tho) I ſee no Reaſon, 


To ſhut the Stage up all the Summer Seaſon. 

Our very Candle-ſnuffer's Winter's Pay, 

Will ſcarge ſupport him in a Summers Day. 

Why do our angry Grandfire's vent their Rage, 

And perſecute fo fierce their once low'd Stage, 

Loft to all Taſte of cuſtomary Joys, 

Theſe old Men quite forget they once avere Boys, 

FIELDING and OATES may pray for London? 
Mayr, 

He's granted them a Holiday this Fair. 

Then hither bring your Daughters, Friends and Spouſes ; 

We'll find D.werſion, ſo you'll find full Ilouſes. 

We don't pretend the Tip-top to excel, 

But "tis ſome kind of Merit to mean well, 


